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	1. Chapter 1

_This is a brand new experience for me as I am writing with an OC character courtesy of CrazyStonerStories (thanks again!). Please enjoy and leave a review! _

It is cold, dark and raining when my target finally appears. He had entered the swanky hotel, a real nice place done up in white and gold with curly letters and five proud stars over the wide glass doors, for his business meeting with his cronies over four hours ago and I'd been watching the windows that whole time, watching the shadows move as the men in suits shook hands and laughed over whatever they had just agreed. I wasn't in the most comfortable position as I laid on my front on the sloping roof of another nearby building, rain pouring over me like a freezing shower and making my fingers feel numb but I wasn't going to move. I had spent a while tracking this guy and honestly, this was nothing new to me. He was going to get what was coming to him, no matter what the elements threw at me.

He was standing on the front steps, under a little ledge that protected him from the worst of the downpour as he made a phone call with a blank face. He looked like any typical businessman; wrinkly skin like parchment, small eyes like coal, hair like a puddle of oil ready to slip from his scalp and a moustache like a fine toothcomb on his upper lip. His name is Ronald L Sharp and he's one of the big names at a company called Grancheva Steel, a sister company of the contractors that built the Gotham Hotel. I grit my teeth in the darkness and wriggle a little to adjust my grip on my M24 sniper rifle, remembering everything my father taught me. This guy is probably one of the most corrupt people working right now, in charge of a lot of money that seems to vanish into thin air, money swiped from under the noses of the workers they employ, money that could have helped them in their times of need. I'm really going to enjoy this.

I can hear a flurry of voices behind me but one voice slices through them all. "Looks like you finally found him then," The familiar, drawling, exasperated monotone tells me. I can feel the shadow on my shoulder and in my mind, I picture him twiddling his long fingers like white piano keys over each other. "It took you long enough."

"Cut it out, will you?" I say as I ready myself. "I'm on it already." I hear him chuckling as I focus back on my target who is still talking on the phone. He has this big smile on his face, he must be talking to a woman and he's going to get laid. I wonder who it is-his wife, his mistress or the lingerie model he has recently been visiting without the knowledge of the other two. I know this because of the voices behind me, the souls of the dead who track down my targets and tell me everything I need to know about them plus a few little details I don't. I don't get to pick my targets, they do and I just pull the trigger. I spend my days in the company of the dead and as for Death himself? He's the one who's eagerly leaning over my shoulder, sort of like a little angel/demon type of scenario but I haven't figured out which one he is yet.

"Are you going to do it yet?" He muses next to my ear, a bit of amusement creeping into his voice as my target moves a step forwards to hold out his hand and test the rain. "You have a perfect kill shot."

"I don't want a perfect kill shot." I say and I can almost hear his smile. The voices behind me go silent as I steady myself. I know exactly where I'm aiming; a little spot just to the left of his heart, enough to kill him but it will take a few minutes. Just what I want.

As he moves backwards and puts his weight back on his heel, I fire. The rifle bucks in my hands like it's doing a celebration dance and I can smell the raw scent of its grease. In that moment, it's like a part of me, another limb as we do our deadly work. His body is knocked back into the wall, almost propped up against it as he cries out and writhes in pain, his hands pressed to his chest in a feeble effort to stop the bleeding. Red runs down his chest in an almost luminous colour. It is so bright it looks almost like paint, not real at all. The moment the bullet enters him, I'm up and scaling down the building, making my way across the road and over to him whilst Death follows me without a word.

The dying man's eyes latch onto me as I approach him and they widen when they see the gun I'm swinging by my side in a relaxed manner. My other gun, a classic M1911A1, is slung across my back, he can probably catch it peeping over my shoulder. I know what his eyes are seeing; a tall skinny youth who looks like he should be in a hospital. I know I look sickly. My skin is bone white and almost looks stretched over my bones, my eyes are light brown but sunken into my head like my skull is trying to reclaim them, my frame is gaunt like I'm a skeleton already. My hair is black and scruffy but he won't see that under my black balaclava that's emblazoned with a skull. No, all he will see of my face are my eyes piecing into his own and my mouth as it twists into a smile. He already knows who I am, the whole city does, even if anyone who has seen me in the flesh hasn't lived long afterwards.

"K-kain…" He gasps out in horror as I crouch in front of him. I'm grinning now, I can't help it. There's an immense satisfaction in my work, ridding the world of corrupt creatures like him who only want power and money. They don't care how many people they have to step on to get there and so I don't care when I step on them and grind them into the dirt a little bit.

"That's my name, don't wear it out." I say and his expression only gets more fearful. Death is treading on the hem of his coat and he can probably see him now, it shouldn't be too much longer. The scarlet stream from his chest is thinning and the light is fading from his eyes. His jaw moves but no sound comes out. He is beyond that now and his last words were my name. Fitting really.

I stand back up and turn my back as Death does his work. I have no interest in how he collects his souls or what he does to them. That's his business not mine. That's how we work, him and I. He does his thing and I do mine.

"You don't have much time." He tells me a little urgently once he's finished. The body on the ground is now just a powerless shell, like a fine clock without a battery to make it tick. "The police will be here soon and then the Titans. We have to go."

"What if I don't want to?" I say, turning back to face him in all his black smoky glory. I hold up my rifle and inspect it, my eyes blazing. "What can they do to me? I can communicate with the dead, for pity's sake, I'm not afraid of them."

I walk away briskly down the dark street, the rain still pounding at my body in thick wet sheets like I'm being slapped repeatedly. Nobody is watching, not even the moon as I leave the scene. The buildings rise up either side of me but I keep my gaze straight ahead as the voices begin to bubble back up. Behind me I hear Death sigh as he follows me, keeping a little distance as we stride away but not so much that I can't hear him when he next quietly speaks.

"Maybe you should be."


	2. Chapter 2

_Hi again! Here's the new chapter though this one is from Raven's point of view. I'm thinking I'm going to alternate between the two of them though I will probably write more from Kain's side as I find it comes more naturally to me which isn't at all disturbing… anyway please review and I hope you all enjoy it!_

"How could he have escaped again?!" Robin slams his fists into the keyboard in front of him, ignoring Cyborg wince behind him. "That's the eighteenth murder we've had in the last two months and we still don't have anything to go on!"

I watch with a neutral expression as our leader fumes at the fuzzy computer screen, his mask twitching with his frustration. Although he and I are similar in that we each tend to bury our emotions, with Robin some are more susceptible to rising to the surface. It's when he's like this that we all start to worry about him, the point where even his beloved alien princess can't distract him. We're all standing a step back from the computer and the blurry dark image that he is so intently fixed on. I look over at Starfire and I can see the concern building in her emerald eyes, feel it rolling from her in waves as it mixes with everyone else's. None of us want this Kain character to become a second Slade.

"The CCTV is hardly nothing." Cyborg grumbles as he removes the keyboard from Robin's reach and taps in a few keys. "We know from it the time and place of the most recent death, that's something. And we know from this that it was this Kain dude…"

"We already knew that when we got to the scene!" Robin explodes. "It was the exact same as all his other killings! And we know nothing else about him! We only barely know what he looks like and why he's doing this! We are no closer to him than we were when his first victim died!" He was now hissing through his gritted teeth as he stared at the frozen murky image on the screen as if through sheer willpower and fury, he could bring it into focus.

"I don't think that's true." I say and they all turned to look at me. I pulled my hood down and stepped towards the computer. "There's a definite pattern in the killings, all his victims are the same kind of people. They are all high up in some company or another, they all are loosely linked to the construction industry and every single one of them was corrupt."

"So the guy has something against corruption? That could be anyone still, who doesn't hate it?" Robin said pointedly.

I roll my eyes. "Does anyone else remember this?" I say as I swipe the keyboard away from Cyborg and start typing. A newspaper article flashes up and I step back to let them all see it. They cringe at the picture of a crushed building that came with it as I carry on talking. "A couple of months ago, this hotel collapsed due to structural issues that had been made during its construction. It was called the Gotham Hotel, it was one of the finest there and it had been standing for years but nobody realised the extent to which it was damaged and by then it was too late." I cast my eyes away as Cyborg clicked again and more pictures came up, some showing the behemoth of the hotel as it fell, the snapshots freezing it in mid-crash, and some showing fire-fighters clambering in the rubble for survivors. I didn't want to see them when I knew it was futile. "540 people were killed. Nobody got out alive."

"Whoa. That's awful. How do you know so much about this?" Beast Boy looks at me quizzically and I frowned.

"Unlike some people, I follow the news." I reply with a pointed look. He can really annoy me at times, he knows exactly what spots to go for. "But seriously, another thing all these guys have in common is that their companies helped to build the hotel. There was a lot of evidence to suggest that the contractors cut corners whilst they were building it but there haven't been any formal charges made against any of the people involved. Doesn't anyone else think it strange that a killer who obviously has a vendetta against corrupt businessmen in this industry appears just after a disaster like this?"

My team all look around at each other and I feel like face-palming. Though they are closer to my family than my friends, they do test me at times. It's why I still sometimes feel like the odd one out, like I'm somehow disconnected from them and the world I've adopted as my home. Don't get me wrong, I'm not ashamed of being different, it's just sometimes it is very obvious I'm from another, much darker place.

"Indeed, that does seem suspicious." Starfire says as she looks sadly at the screen. "Those poor people…"

"I know Star, it's just not right." Cyborg comments as he shakes his head when more pictures come up, each more harrowing than the last. Even Beast Boy looks subdued, the jokes all gone from his eyes. Robin's put his hand to his chin, he's clearly deep in thought.

"That does make a lot of sense." He finally says as he turns to me. "But if that happened in Gotham, what is he doing here in Jump?"

"A lot of the company directors have come here since," I tell him, feeling his eyes behind his mask burning into my own. "They wanted to get out pretty fast to lie low and most came here where they had other offices. It said so in most of the news reports that were calling for them to come back and answer for what happened. Now it might actually be safer for them in Gotham if this Kain is here."

"Who do you think this guy is?" Cyborg asks before he shoves the keyboard away from himself in frustration. He was getting nowhere with the image; it was far too murky to render, it was like looking at something through a pond of dirty water. I frown at it. Something about this doesn't feel right. We know the guy has a gun yet this speaks of something far darker and not human. "Some sort of family member of one of the victims? Or somebody bitter over the corruption wanting to make a point?"

"It could be either, we don't know anything for certain." Robin nods as we all stare back at the screen. "What we do know is, he's dangerous and he needs to be stopped. We can't let anyone else die."

"How are were going to do that?" Beast Boy points out. "This guy is crazy! We don't know what he could do!"

"That's why we're not going to take him head on." Robin answers and a smile creeps onto his face as a plan forms in his mind. "We know this guy is smart. All we have to do is be smarter."

I see the look on his face and something in me lurches. I have a very bad feeling about this but I don't speak up. This guy has to be caught by any means necessary but when I look at the computer screen, something tells me that there is far more to this than we realise. I dismiss it as Cyborg turns it off, telling myself I'm wrong but I can't shake it away. I hate to sound boastful but when it comes to these things, I am never wrong.

A few hours later, Robin's plan has been set in motion. I'm hidden with him down a thin dark alleyway down the side of the hotel where the last killing had taken place. It isn't pleasant; the air is dominated by the smell of the nearby dumpster and the overflow of rubbish from it is being blown around our feet. We're only a few metres from the entrance where the body had been found slumped against the wall and the thought of it was making my skin crawl. It had been almost twenty-four hours since then and the scene was empty but it still felt fresh, like a wound that refused to close. The weather had cleared up so it was no longer raining but the night was still bitterly cold and the hard concrete wall at my back wasn't helping. I pulled my cloak tighter around my body and looked up at the sky. The blackness loomed at me, clear and hollow. Even the moon and the stars seem to have deserted us.

Robin had his back pressed to the wall next to me, his face deep-set in a scowl. He had been like that since the police had told him they wanted no part in his plan, calling it too dangerous and unlikely to work. The chief had even dared to suggest at one point that it should be left up to them and I don't know how he managed to hold back. Above us, we can hear laughter sailing from an open window and he takes out his communicator. "Are we all set?"

"Everything's good here." Cyborg's cool voice answers. On the tiny screen his face is just visible in the light that's emitting from the screens that surround him like a devoted audience. "I just got the system up and running so it should be picking up something any minute now."

"Perfect. Update us if you get anything." He tells him before cutting the connection and calling Starfire. "Hey Star, are you and Beast Boy alright?"

"Yes we are most fine Robin!" She cheerfully replies with a sunny smile. I can see from the background she is in one of the hotel rooms on the same floor as the hall where yesterday's meeting was held. I can still just make out the hum of chatter flowing from it in the background though I'm not sure if it is coming from the communicator or the window above us. It sounds cheerful despite the fact they all know what happened to one of their number yesterday. I'm still a little surprised that Robin managed to persuade them to do this but then again when Robin has a plan, nothing in any world can stop him.

"Yeah, we're cool bro!" Beast Boy's green head pops up on the screen for a few seconds before Starfire pushes him away. I hear him yelp and crash into something off-screen and suppress a giggle. Nobody gets between those two and I can see Robin hiding a smile. The love I feel between the two of them whenever they are together is one of the strongest emotions I've ever felt and I feel a sudden pang of sadness. I know I can never have something like that, I'm just too volatile. Most likely I'd end up flattening my beloved into a pancake whenever I looked at them. Besides, I don't know who would be willing to put up with someone like me. A lot of people make out I should date either Cyborg or Beast Boy but the idea of that just seems wrong, it would be like dating a brother. It's probably best that I stay on my own. I'm used to it anyway.

"Raven?" Robin's urgent voice cuts through my thoughts and I look around at him with a start. "Have you sensed anything yet?"

"Not yet." I say as I try to focus on the situation at hand. I close my eyes and mutter to myself. "Azareth Metrion Zinthos." I feel my magic coarse through me as I hold myself there. My eyes open, now glowing white and my hands are engulfed in black as I cross them over my chest. Using my powers, I can sense everything around me and something instantly triggers within me.

"He's here." I whisper to Robin in the lowest voice I can make. "He's close by, he wants to get inside. We need to hurry, I sense he's getting reckless and we can use that to our advantage. Wait, there's…" I strained as I tried to make sense of what I was detecting but suddenly a cold feeling shot through me, like I had just been doused with cold water, and I came back gasping for breath. Robin stared at me alarmed and I grabbed at his arm for support, the shock so great only the wall was keeping me upright.

"There's something else with him, something powerful…" I stammer as he held me up. "I don't know what it is…it's certainly not human…he's heading for the second floor…"

"Are you sure?" He looks scared; Starfire and Beast Boy are waiting on that floor. I nod just as both our communicators crackle into life, vibrating on our sides frantically like they too are scared. Robin gets to his before I do and Cyborg's serious face appears.

"Guys, there's something messing with my equipment…the cameras have gone dead on the second floor and I can't get them to work! All they are showing is some distorted blackness!" He blurts out as he desperately hammers on the keys in front of him. I feel a chill run through me and I know Robin feels the same thing. "What is going on? What is he doing?"

"I don't know!" I say as suddenly a loud scream cuts through the air above us. I look up at the window and it continues along with the sound of people running.

"Go!" Robin yells at me and I grab his arm and fly up to the open window, hurling us both inside the room. All of the people in the room are cowering by the walls with their hands held up, their eyes focused on the figure in the middle of the room who is expertly cradling a gun with another longer one strapped to his back. He's in an all-black combat uniform usually used by soldiers which put a little bulk onto his thin build. He's wearing a black mask that covers his head with a skull over his face but the eyes behind it are surprisingly brown and ordinary. He holds up his gun and points it at us and I see the steely look in those eyes. Those are the eyes of someone who knows exactly what they are doing and they send a shiver down my spine. It takes a lot to creep me out and he's managed it in a glance. I must be losing my edge.

"Who are you?" Robin demands, his voice echoing around the room as he holds out his staff ready to lunge at him whilst I prepare my magic to draw up a shield if he starts shooting. "And what are you doing here?"

"I think you already know that." The figure says in a brash manner that takes me back a little. I was expecting him to have a deep booming voice, one that sends terror shooting through you, but he sounds almost like a high school jock. "And I felt like it. It's a nice place here and it will look even better with your brains decorating the walls."

"That's not going to happen Kain." Robin says levelly, not moving. "You might as well give yourself up now."

He laughs at that, a mocking sound that rings through the room. "And what happens to me if I don't Bullseye?" He says tauntingly. Then there's a flash of green and he's suddenly knocked to the ground with a howl of pain, his gun flying from his grip as his hand hit the floor with a sick thud, knocking him unconscious. Standing in the doorway opposite us is Starfire, her eyes blazing green and her arm outstretched. Beast Boy is standing behind her, looking slightly stunned at the sight before him. "Wow, he went down easier than I thought…"

"Robin! Are you hurt?" Starfire flies over to him and he reassures her with a hug, clasping her body to his in a way that makes Beast Boy behind them pretend to throw up. I sigh deeply at him. How is it that someone can be that immature? It beggars belief at times.

Cyborg then runs into the room but stops short when he catches sight of the body on the ground. "What the heck…I can't believe it, I missed all the action!" He shouts as he bends over to examine him, checking his pulse and taking his head in his giant hands. "He's out cold, he won't be up for a good few hours."

"Good." Robin says as we all look at the black-clothed man we have just captured. "That gives us plenty of time to figure out what exactly to do with him."


	3. Chapter 3

My head hurts. It hurts so much it feels like a dozen elephants just sat on it all at once and it should be flatter than a pancake. I groan but the sound doesn't reach past my lips, dying a hard death somewhere in my throat. I struggle to move as I come to and I angle my head to try and work out where I am. I catch sight of some bars and I groan properly this time. Great. Just great.

I lift my head up to check out the cell I'm in and I can see it's no ordinary jail with only some metal poles keeping me from sweet freedom. There's some sort of electronic field there that occasionally flickers and distorts the view I have of the room outside which I know I'm not going to be able to get through without some serious tech. As I sit up and groan again, five heads swivel round to look at me, like I'm an animal in a cage at the zoo. They must be the Teen Titans I've heard so much about-I mean who else could they be in this damn city-and they are all giving me death glares. They're good at it, I grant you, but they're nothing when you've seen the real thing.

Death is sitting next to me cross-legged, his black cloak stretched out around him like a yoga mat and his fingers curled over his knees. "You've really done it this time." He says, managing to sound both cross and pleased at the same time. "I did tell you to be wary of them but no, you knew best and wouldn't listen…"

"Yeah, yeah, shut up." I tell him and the Titans jump back from the bars. I look at them for a moment in confusion before I realise how crazy I must look. I've gotten so used to talking with Death that I forget that other people can't hear him. I'm the only person in the world who can hear Death talking, his one singular audience member. Lucky, lucky me.

I take the moment to get my first proper look at them. The one who I know is their leader Robin (I did live in Gotham after all) is the one closest to the cell, his face a mask of seriousness. He looks like he would be glad to leave me here and throw away the key. I look down at his uniform and I want to snigger. Has anyone ever told him he looks like such a dork in that? If he were anything other than a superhero he would be eaten alive. Next to him stands a tall redhead with green eyes that could rival Bambi's and orange skin. Her outfit is purple and bares her flat stomach but the faint chill in the room doesn't appear to bother her. She's very pretty if you like that sort of thing. I've never been into the typical Barbie-doll thing, I like girls that are a little more interesting. Over in the corner working on something that I assume powers the electrical wall of my cell is a tall guy who looks to be completely made of metal. His gleaming blue bulk is hunched over the thing as he fiddles with some tiny wires in his bear-like hands that are attached to a computer. He looks up at me and I can see that whilst one of his eyes is human, the other is small and glows red and it gives me the creeps. Not far from him and sitting perched on the device like a gargoyle is a shorter figure whose skin is bright green all over with matching scruffy hair like unkempt grass and wide eyes that stared intently at me. He has a tiny white fang poking out from between his lips and he looks younger than the others from the way he's childishly fidgeting. The last of the five is standing by the window and she's the one who piques my interest. Unlike the others, she's looked away since I sat up and she's looking out of the window with an almost bored look on her face. Her violet hair is cut short and her skin is light grey so she looks like a marble statue in the dim light. In the middle of her forehead, a red gem glows and her body is draped in a long dark blue cloak so I can only just see the curves of her body through a small gap in it. Her eyes latch onto mine as I turn my head to look at her and I can see how deep and clear they are like there's a whole other universe locked in their crystal-coloured purple. She looks like a mystery, one I'm suddenly interested in solving but at the moment I have more pressing matters to deal with.

Robin makes a little coughing noise and I remember that the rest of them are there as well. She appears to shake her head a little and goes to stand with them. I realise I should probably say something but I have no clue what.

"What's up?" I say and I hear Death groan loudly next to me.

"What's up?" He repeats, sounding exasperated with me. "Did you really just say that? Adrian, you are the biggest idiot I've ever met."

"Have you got any better ideas?" I hiss out of the corner of my mouth. The Titans won't hear me through my mask but I know he will. They are all looking at me like I just grew another head and I rack my brain trying to think of something else. I can't let them know about me, maybe I can bluff this out. I notice that Robin has put his arm out in front of the redheaded girl and I feel a smile return to my face. This could be fun if my theory is correct.

"Hey sugar." I address her, giving a little point so there is no doubt in their minds who I'm referring to. "Has anyone ever told you how fine you look in that?"

My theory is proved right almost instantly as Robin pushes her behind him and almost growls at me with his jaws clenched. He looks so mind-numbingly angry, his temple looks about to pop out. The girl also doesn't look too happy with me as her eyes start to glow green and she holds up her hand that's now encased in an orb of green light. Next to her however, the metal dude just laughs and puts his hand on her shoulder.

"Relax Star, I don't want you breaking the shield," He tells her before he turns to address me. "Man, you really shouldn't be talking like that to the one who knocked you out. She hit you and you went out like a light."

She did that?! I must have made some sort of shocked noise because her and Robin suddenly look very pleased with themselves and Death is killing himself laughing next to me, no pun intended. I can hear him wheezing for breath next to me as he clutches his stomach and rocks and it makes me grit my teeth.

"Shut it already!" I snap before I realise and they are all staring at me like I'm insane again. The satisfied smiles are gone from their faces and Robin now looks like he's about to get down to business.

"Who are you?" He barks and I snort.

"Haven't you figured that out yet?" I look at him and I can almost see the stream coming from his nostrils. "I thought you were a detective Bullseye."

"Why are you calling him that? His name is Robin." The girl named Star says as she crosses her arms. She doesn't look that strong but I know better than most that appearances can be deceiving.

"Have you seen what he's wearing?" I wave a hand in his direction and all their eyes suddenly divert to his outfit. He looks down as if searching for a stain and then looks back at me irritated. "All those bright colours…for somebody going out at night, he looks like a bloody beacon. For someone like me, you'd be walking target practise." I turn to look at the mysterious girl in dark clothing and I point at her. "You and I have the right idea sweetheart, dressed all in dark colours. You should really give Bullseye some fashion tips."

They all look shocked and Robin looks like he wants to tear me limb from limb but she meets my eyes calmly, like she's scrutinising me. For a moment there is an uncomfortable silence that I quite enjoy until she opens her mouth to speak. "Well, now we definitely know he's from Gotham," She says in a monotone voice and my mouth almost drops. "He seems to know who Robin is but he doesn't know the rest of us, hence why he's not using our names." I'm stumped; this girl is good. "This goes with our suspicions. Why don't we ask him about that?"

"I'm still in the room, you know." I say and I frown at how much of a petulant child I sound. "If you want a private conversation, you could always just let me go on my merry way so I don't disturb you."

"Not a chance." Robin says, seemingly over his embarrassment. "What do you know about the Gotham Hotel Disaster?"

The Massacre? How did he know about that? I shrug even though in my head I can almost hear the screaming. It plays in my head constantly on repeat like the worst kind of song and it doesn't help that I can still hear the voices of everyone who perished. "Never heard of it. Why, did you run it with Batman or something? Were you the bell boy? I bet you would look better in that uniform."

"He's bluffing." Her voice comes in again and her eyes are intently on me again. "I can sense it, his emotions spiked the moment you said it." She almost looks sympathetic but I choose to ignore that. The last thing I want is their pity. As I look away I spot something else in her expression. She's staring curiously into the cell at the spot next to me, at me but not at me at the same time. Death gives me a look and a thought hits me. Can she sense him there or something? She's better than I thought, I'm almost beginning to admire her and whatever her powers are. She seems different from the rest of them who are almost looking gleeful at that piece of information. Their faces are really starting to irk me.

"Thank you Raven." I hear Robin say to her. Raven. So that's her name. It's pretty and it suits her kinda well actually. He then turns back to me. "So did you lose family there?"

"If I did, I wouldn't tell you."

"So you're going to play that game, are you? Did you have something to do with it?" He's getting me angry now, I'm seething under my balaclava. Death is looking at me worriedly, he's trying to stop me losing it but I'm already seeing red. "Who are you working for?"

"I had nothing to do with it! I didn't massacre those people!" I snap at them, making them all take a step back at the fury in my voice. "The only murderers around here are those contractors that allowed that death trap to be built! I'm only avenging those people and I don't work for anyone but them!"

"How can you work for them dude?" The green boy pipes up. "Aren't they all dead?"

I don't want to answer his stupid question. The voices are now all talking at once and I can't take them all in. I curl up my knees and rest my head on them, scrunching my eyes shut. I don't want to see them. I don't want to see anyone.

"Hey! We asked you a question!"

"Dude, are you OK?"

"Did he just shut down? Is he a robot or something?"

"Beast Boy!"

"Friends, what is going on?"

They all start talking and their words blur in my head. There's too many of them, it's like a fog that's surrounding and choking me with the overwhelming fuzz of noise. Then the voice of Raven cuts through them all and for the brief moment where she speaks, they all go still.

"It looks like something's got to him. Let's just leave him alone to stew."

Her voice is so clear and pure even when she sounds so emotionless. I hear their footsteps as they leave and then the slamming of a door. I should be alone but I never am. They won't let me be.

"Adrian?" Death's leaning close to me but I'm not in the mood right now.

"Go away." I whisper and I feel him draw away from me. He's still sitting there but now it's a lot easier to ignore him. The voices, however are another matter. They are still circling like vultures, souls each with their own stories, their own opinions and I can't listen to them all. I want to stop listening but how can I when we were all victims of the same thing? That is when I hear them, the same two voices that make tears spring to my eyes as they talk to me, one soft and sweet as candyfloss, the other low and tough but still speaking tenderly.

Adrian….

Adrian…

Adrian…

Adrian…

"Mum? Dad?"

"Who are you talking to?"

_Sorry this took a while, I really hope it was worth it. I'm trying to write as much as possible but I have a lot going on at the moment plus some other stories I'm writing as well. Please leave a review and see you next time! _


End file.
